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Tartar officer and I found this a very wearisome practice.
So when the first light showed before dawn and the
cocks began to crow we took station at opposite corners
of the room and solemnly called the Call to Prayer,
imitating all the trills and affectations of the professional
Muezzin. And while I called that " God is great"
the Tartar, who was a Moslem, kept up a running com-
ment of:
" Get up, you lazy beasts. A Giaour, an unbe-
liever, calls you to prayer. Are you not ashamed to
lie abed ? "
At first there were faint querulous complaints from
the other beds, and then stronger, till the room was
full of protests, and one Turk cried out and asked
what was the matter, and the Tartar replied:
" If you can wake and sing and smoke when the night is
black, it is a small thing for you to wake and pray in the
rose of dawn," and I bellowed the special call for the
morning :
" Prayer is better than sleep."
Henceforth we slept in peace, and when they smoked
in the night the Turks held the cigarettes shielded
under the palm of the hand.
Below my window was the cemetery in which lie
buried the British who died during the Crimean War.
They had died to keep the Russian out of Constantinople,
and less than 60 years later we had promised the city
to Russia as the reward of victory. From below the
cemetery came up the sounds of the whistles and snorts
of the trains in Haidar Pasha station, which is the Turkish
junction on the Berlin to Bagdad railway. Much of the